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I made up my mind to go to Oscar at once
and try to comfort him a little. After all, I
thought, another fifty pounds or so wouldn't make
a great deal of difference to me, and I dwelt on
the many delightful hours I had passed with
him, hours of gay talk and superb intellectual
enjoyment.

I went up by the morning train to Paris, and
drove across the river to Oscar's hotel.

He had two rooms, a small sitting-room and
a still smaller bedroom adjoining. He was lying
half-dressed on the bed as I entered. The rooms
affected me unpleasantly. They were ordinary,
mean little French rooms, furnished without
taste; the usual mahogany chairs, gilt clock on
the mantelpiece and a preposterous bilious paper
on the walls. What struck me was the disorder
everywhere; books all over the round table;
books on the chairs; books on the floor and
higgledy-piggledy, here a pair of socks, there a
hat and cane, and on the floor his overcoat.
The sense of order and neatness which he used
to have in his rooms at Tite Street was utterly
lacking. He was not living here, intent on mak-
ing the best of things; he was merely existing
without plan or purpose.

I told him I wanted him to come to lunch.
While he was finishing dressing it came to me
that his clothes had undergone much the same